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Author's Notes: 

Caved and wrote myself an old Ficmas wish. Back in February of 2017, Patrick and John were indeed on the 
same Yes: Cruise to the Edge lineup. | wondered if they ever *did* end up facing each other during that trip, 
or steered clear. Patrick is a challenging character for me. | love his work on the keys, but his snobbish, 
pretentious attitude makes him difficult to deal with. That said, | tried my best to portray him 
sympathetically, beneath that personality. He's not the most likeable person. He had plenty of flaws and made 
a few great mistakes ended up being his downfall.. But he's not wrong to claim that he was done wrong, in 
some ways. The trial was not a proud situation for any Moody Blues fan, regardless of where one stands in 
the conflict.. | personally get the sense that neither Ray nor John were comfortable with it, and respect both 
of them more than Justin and Graeme for how they handled it. For right now, | don't have plans to continue 
this fic (I have way too many WIPs still to commit to more multi-chapter fics for the time being), but with 
the many possible ways this could go -which is up to whatever anyone would like to imagine for now, I've left 
the ending open to the possibility, should | ever decide to come back to it. Felt the lyrics of The Other Side of 
Life title track fit all the possible ways it could go, so it worked into the title (tried to pull from Sur La Mer 
for subject, but am not a fan of that album to start with) 


Patrick Moraz knew. 


He knew that he would be there, simultaneously on that performance cruise. One named with a play on a song 


title from yet another former band he'd once had an even shorter tenure with. 


Patrick had been aware of the tentative other artists when he had scheduled, and had been told who would 


indeed be aboard when he was given the performance schedule, for his own preparation. 
Yet, somehow, Patrick hadn't been prepared to so much as lay eyes on John Lodge. 


Even over two decades since the ugly split, and from all the way across the top deck, where they were too 
far apart to have any chance of making true eye contact, it was sickeningly too soon and too close contact 
with his former band mate from The Moody Blues. That was, if Patrick could even recognize the man in 


question as a former band mate, since it had seemed in the end, he had never been considered as such. 


He wasn't prepared for the awakening of internal fury and bitterness, just catching a glimpse of John from 
afar, and being struck with the all-consuming realization that he was stuck there with him. Not even being in 
the furthest corners of the massive ship could possibly put enough distance between them and remove the 


claustrophobia Patrick felt. 


Justin Hayward and Graeme Edge had been the most merciless, right up to the final moments, saying some of 
their harshest opinions to the world without a spot of shame during the trial. The only silver lining Patrick 
could find in it was the proof that he could have never played any more fair himself in the end. He had to 
play dirty, as they would undoubtedly have done so, regardless of his actions. 


Sure, in hindsight, after years of self-purgatory and an eventual return to more fulfilling solo efforts, he had 
perhaps been in poor taste to dismiss his role in The Moody Blues as ‘just a day job’, and criticize the dwindling 
creativity in a public interview. Perhaps he indeed should have kept those thoughts to himself, and quietly 
departed. Yet, after being treated and led to the consideration of being a full member of the band, they had 
turned around and declared him to be ‘just a hired gun’ -making the consideration of the role just a day job 
entirely fair in Patrick's mind. And he had heard plenty of long-time Moody Blues fans from long before his 
tenure dismiss Sur La Mer as a shameless, commercial sellout, to back up his criticism of the direction they 


had taken. 


No, there was no reason why someone like him should have gone quietly into that night, knowing what he'd 
achieved, how much he had carried in his time, and what he would be capable of, unhindered He had been 


crude, but he had been correct. 


It was Justin's problem that he was too sensitive to take criticism to heart in a productive form, and it was 


Graeme's folly that he saw it all as a joke, just like most of everything else. 


Ray Thomas had been an avoider of all conflict in the end, just as he always had been. Out of all of them, he 
had perhaps hurt Patrick the most. 


Patrick realized too late, he had been the fool to think they were the closest -perhaps even friends at a point 
-with extended improv solos traded off, even allowing Ray to be the incredible flautist he was, rather than the 
clown with the painted smile and tambourine his band mates had pushed him awkwardly aside to being. 


Maybe they had been that, in the beginning, or at least, friends with benefits. If they had been, it had faded 
far sooner than Patrick had let himself believe it, and the thought always sickened him whenever it 


occasionally crossed his mind. 


Yet in the end, Ray had seemed no more grateful for Patrick's musical partnership, or whatever else he'd filled 
in the looming gap Ray had been hard pressed to cope with alone, following the departure of Mike Pinder. 
Either his awkward silence in the court room through every step of the interrogation, with claims of not 
knowing anything about what was being described had been an act of regret as he helplessly followed his band 
mates, or it was a cover up for thinking no differently than them, without the audacity to speak the truth. 


The former was understandable, if spineless on Ray's part. The latter, Patrick would have rather been told to 
his face. Uncertainty had perhaps been the greatest twist of the knife Ray had thrown 


However, there was something about John Lodge, in those final days on the stand, that infuriated Patrick more 


than anyone or anything else could have. 


John had nimbly dodged every question the cross examiner had thrown at him, yet had also managed to 
answer every single one of them intelligently, unlike Ray. Like his fingers darted about the longer fretboard, 
about bass lines that rivaled Patrick's keyboard parts in flamboyancy on even some of the slower tracks, John 
had somehow managed to take the high road right between Patrick, Justin, and Graeme. He had refused to 
explicitly disagree with the overarching argument the latter two held of Patrick no longer being a great fit in 
the band, or a full member, but had also refused to repeat the opinionated, dirty attacks toward his skills and 
performance when pressed, and always looped his answer back to fit the overarching, more important 
argument. He had somehow managed to back up his band mates without truly appearing to side against 
Patrick, and more often than not, also pointed the discussion back to where it connected to the side of the 
lawsuit dealing with Decca, and the reassigned loyalties in the changing of record contracts that had sparked 
the entire debate in the first place. Amongst other issues they had been working at alongside the conflict. 


It had tweaked Patrick's nerves beyond measure in the moment, seeing his own plight with the band become 
downplayed with simple placement within the surrounding situation. While everyone else was eager to fight 
against him, in the anger, hurt, and self-pity he'd felt at the time, Patrick almost preferred the striking of 
cruel insults and lies to the calm, serious measure of the case. Perhaps it was more likely to take him down 


than anything else anyone had spoken. 


In the aftermath, however, it had taken on another level of insult to the injuries Patrick had been dealt. John's 
defense on the stand may as well have been a show of pride and purity. It was almost as if he wanted to 


subtly point out that he was above it all. 


In the early days, he had been above the drugs and partying. In their final days, he was above all the drama, 
and whatever one person wanted to say about a matter over another person. On the stage, he may have 

stood second to the presence of Justin, but John was the true dominant figure, keeping the metaphorical ship 
afloat, taking it upon himself to do all the management beneath the deck that nobody else wanted to deal with. 


And now that they stood on a true ship, decades later, Patrick wondered if he would have minded the ship 
ceasing to stay afloat, watching across the deck as John greeted some of the other performers, and crew 


members in charge of controlling audio setups. 


He had aged no more gracefully than Patrick had -a battle Patrick felt smug in winning, in that it was difficult 
to feel insecure about fading looks when he hadn't had the greatest to begin with, thus, not many to lose. 


His smile remained the same, however. That smile that could have once fooled Patrick into believing himself 
welcome. The smile that -quite amusingly -could take the women in any concert hall who had arrived 
prepared to swoon over Justin, and send them off at the end enamored with John. He was ‘kind, the departing 
chatter would say. He was kind. John would willingly talk to fans outside the events and backstage, without 
keeping one eye in search of an exit, and the demeanor of only standing through backstage meetings for the 


money they paid. 


He stood, laughing amicably with the crew some musicians looked down upon, and he looked like he truly wanted 
to be there on that stupid cruise -and as if it wasn’t a day job in his mind. Perhaps he was the only one in 
The Moody Blues the criticism Patrick had called wasn't somewhat true for. 


And then, some odd moments later, of which Patrick had been lost in thought, John was walking down the 
length of the deck, toward the aft stairwell Patrick stood just before, quite likely to scope out the equipment 


room just on the level below. 


Just as soon, the gentler thoughts Patrick had somehow found himself sliding into were gone. He hadn't been 
in The Moody Blues first, but he'd been on this ship first. He had been in the solo ring first -and in the 
present, he had been on the top deck first. 


If John was going to come up to him and raise any issue of their past, Patrick was far more stable and 
prepared to stand his ground than the last time they had been in the same structure together. He would 
regret coming over and displaying faked remorse, just as much as he would regret making a rare, bitter show 
of his true thoughts, just out of earshot from all others currently aboard, prior to guest boarding. 

But in passing, John simply greeted Patrick with a brief, more subtle smile, and a respectful nod. 


"Have a good time tonight, mate. | look forward to it” 


Just as soon, he was descending the steps, one moment too soon for Patrick to process the breach of silence 


and react. 


Well, then.. 


To the empty space at the top of the stairs, he could still manage a prideful toss of his head and sarcastic 
sniff. A faint simper narrowed his eyes and turned up his lips. 


That, of all possibilities, had been unexpected 


It would be very interesting to see if John would hold up to that suggestion and sit among the spectators 
during his set, or if he would be the one to hide in his state room, as Patrick had contemplated doing himself, 
moments prior. Interesting enough to make him consider rethinking that plan, and perhaps interesting enough 
that he would also look forward to it -and sitting in on John's set, too. If for nothing else than to see if John's 
performance had diminished over time, or had found new life outside the repetitive constraints of The Moody 
Blues. 


It still remained difficult to judge beneath the amicable facade if the short greeting was a simple show of 


respect without groveling, or suggestive of more. 


Perhaps John didn’t secretly agree with every single backstab Justin and Graeme had brutally and blatantly 
delivered, whilst walking the high, clean road. Or had the decency to at least know deep down, he had been 
wrong, if he had at the time. 


As much disgust as Patrick still felt, in the moments after standing within mere feet of John’s ever-shining 


smile, finding out the answers to that much was, maybe, Just worth a few hours in the same room. 


They had four days, until the weekend would come, ending the window of time for whatever might come to run 


its course. Whether it would be reaching the first reconciliation in years, or a final breaking point. 
Oh, | WILL have a good time, tonight, he thought to himself, turning over the possible outcomes in his mind as 
he gazed upon the seaside, quietly whispering the term he'd spoken with a grandiose show of enthusiasm in his 


promotional interview, now with a more sinister tone, and far more genuine feeling than before. 


/t shall be.. "Fantastico" Im sure 


